refuse the new loan to the Ministry of Education if they
cannot control the students better/
'Will you not have a little more hot tea?' Peony asked,
coming to his side with the teapot in her hand. He went
on talking without answering her.
'Wait until that Chiang Kai-shek gets here!* he cried.
I-wan looked up. Peony went around the table and
filled each bowl with hot tea.
'What do you mean?* I-wan asked.
His father laughed harshly, drank his tea, and pushed
his chair back and went out.
'As if they could do anything to Chiang!' I-wan thought,
ardently. Chiang was afraid of no one. He had driven
his victorious way up from the south, a man full of the
power of his own integrity, 'As if he cared for bankers!'
I-wan thought proudly. Then he remembered Peony
again. He had for the moment forgotten her. But she
had gone and when he went about the house he could
not find her. He heard her voice in the kitchen at last.
He looked in. She was there, stooping over a basketful
of fish a vendor had brought in.
'Peony!' he said.
She looked up.
'Where is my school cap?' He had not been able to
find it and had not looked very far, needing excuse to
see her.
But she looked back to the fish. 'On the third hook
in your closet,' she said.
He could think of nothing else and so he had to go on
to school. In the English class he shook his head slightly
at En-Ian.
Twenty-one days the strike was to be held, that he
knew. And the twenty-first day was the day. The city
went on its seeming usual way, but nothing was the same.
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